CHAPTER XXI
Brigand Hunting:   The Death of Tahir
The Lazz
WE took the road that runs north along the
Bosphorus shore. Sometimes it was broad
and good, and then it would become a mere
alley-way, twisting through little villages. Save for the
clatter of hoofs, the occasional stumble of a horse on
a loose flint and the subdued curses of its rider, we
rode silently in the lead-coloured hours that drag slowly
at the end of night. The villages were buried in sleep.
At the sound of our clatter a watchman would beat on
the stones with his heavy musical pole and another
would reply, and they would call to each other across
the silent black world, and say that all was well. Here
and there a dog barked, and some cock, thinking the
dawn was come, would crow.
We came to the village of Beicos, which the Nationa-
lists had raided in 1920 and from where they had fired
on the fleet. The Embassy was a mile across the black
water. The fleet lay at anchor below us and, as ever,
the ships were talking to each other with sparks of light
from the mast-heads. Turning in shore we climbed
the steep road that clears the hills, through low scrub
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